"Not such a sign as women wear who make their foreheads
tame
With life's long tolerance, and bear love's sweetest, humblest name!'
Here the rhetorical antithesis remains unimpaired, and there is a marked gain in spiritual propriety, and consequently in artistic dignity.
Finally it is well to note, after we have made all possible criticism of this first draft on the scores of obscurity of construction, turgidity of thought, or intemperance of language, that these are after all the faults of excess rather than of defect, and that in spite of them, and in some degree even because of them, the mind at work here shows itself to be thoroughly alive. If it has the crudity, it has also the teeming vitality of youth. Its exuberance is infinitely to be preferred to the pallid correctness of academicism. Its mistakes are those of a generous, independent nature daring enough to attempt something new, and its failures are of the inspiring kind that in all artistic paths pave the way to future successes. One is glad to think that even in his moments of discouragement he had the pioneer's sustaining sense of adventure and discovery, as when he writes: " I think — pardon the egotism of the utterance (you would if you knew what tears of failure have gone to water the obstreperous little plant) — I think you are not tolerant enough of the instinct for conquest in language, the attempt to push out its boundaries, to win for it continually some new swiftness, some rare compression, to distil from it a more opaline drop.
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